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For each fair character adorned thy life
Of daughter, sister, friend, relation, wife.
Yet, lest unaltered fortune should have seem'd
The source whence virtues so benignly beam'd,
Long-mining illness prov'd thy equal soul,
And patience, like a martyr's, crown'd the whole.
Pain could not sour, whom blessings had not spoil'd;
Nor death affright, whom not a vice had soiTcL

You shall hear no more on this sad subject, though I have
nothing else that will much amuse you: for, besides
confinement with my relations, I have been a prisoner in
my own house for some days, in consequence of a violent
fall I had last week, in which it is wonderful that I lost
nor Hfe, nor limb, nor even a bone. I went to sit with my
cousins, the three Philips's, on Hampton Court Green;
it was dusk ; there was a very low step at the door, I did
not see it; it tripped me up. I fell headlong on the stones,
and against the frame of a table at the door, and battered
myself so much, that my whole hip is as black as my shoe
for above half a yard1 long and a quarter wide, besides
bruising one hand, both knees, and my left elbow, into
which it brought the gout next day. Now, pray admire
my lightness: if I had weighed a straw, what mischief
might not have happened to me ? nay, I have had very
little pain; and the gout, not to be out of the fashion, is
gone too: and I should have been abroad this morning,
if I had not preferred writing to you.

Mrs. Cambridge's prayers have been heard: the Duke of
Clarence has already taken another villa at Koehampton;
and besides being so soon tired, I suppose he will new
furnish that in a week more. Apropos a little, Mr. Cam-
bridge has given me the following very striking quotation
from Mich. Drayton's heroic epistles: but it was Lady

1 * Year' in MS.nce is     the tenor of the vote, has, as I am
